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plunging his hands deep into the rough woollen
pockets,

In the distance to his right a church spire
rose mistily, Was that the church ? Then
suddenly, as he passed a copse, a little house
with a green iron veranda appeared. Was
that the cottage? Dark-red rambler roses
climbed the veranda pillars. There was a
long deck-chair stretched out by the door.
In the windows above pale yellow curtains,
No, you would hardly call that a cottage,
and yet. ... He would have liked to look
back,

A hundred yards beyond was a white sign-
post, " Hatley ij miles, St Albans 2 miles/'
He walked along the St. Albans road,

It all proved, he said to himself, that the
thing to do was not to worry. Or was it that
he had had a stroke of amazing good fortune ?
Anyhow, if it were, it was his business to
stay on at the " Wheatsheaf," The coat and
hat were not a dream, Far from it, He
would like to have Mrs, Williams to talk to
him every day; it was like being put out
into the sun, To learn all the stories of all
the people, to play bowls on Saturdays and
whist on Sundays, to know that country-side
as well as he knew the way from Tottenham